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	1. In Which Astrid is Amused

**A/N: **

***peeks out from behind laptop***

**Okay so I know its been like... 3 years since I published something. But in my defense, high school has been kicking my arse since I became Key Club Lieutenant Governor, and it just generally sucks. I promise, I meant to publish those short stories I promised a long time ago. In fact, have of them are half written in my computer! I've just had terrible luck with technology- I've lost two iPods, broken two computers, and lost/broken 4 phones. All of them, mind you, used: I'm not made of money.**

**Before anyone judges me or hates me, let me explain: Many of the stories I wrote were mental drabbles, and with school they became progressively harder to finish. Also, I was helping my little sister with the fic, _New Girl_, she has been writing for the Gallagher fandom. Check it out, from hastagbrethren. I'll try to get her to update that too. This fic is something new and something that makes me very nervous: not only is it my first in the HTTYD fandom, its also my first multi-chapter, and my first step into the adult realm. I warn: I don't mean it's going to be smutty, though I can't assure it won't get a little heated later- I just mean it concerns some big-girl stuff. **

**Gosh, I'm rambling aren't I? I'll just shut up and let you read the rest, and continue my author's note later.**

* * *

><p>Astrid was used to keeping a carefully polite give-no-fucks expression to every customer in the store.<p>

It came with the territory really. Working in an 'erotic boutique' (layman's term was just 'sex shop'), you saw all sorts of things. Making faces at the kinky couple who bought a saddle and furry handcuffs wasn't exactly the best way to increase sales. In fact, one of the first things she was taught when she was training was 'Never be surprised.' She had done her best to follow that rule. After a few awkward encounters (she will _never_ be able to forget looking at her latin professor buying a dildo. As in _never._), she caught on to the rhythm of things and eventually stopped seeing faces. Customers became expressionless, genderless money-contributing sex-enthusiasts. And after 6 months of working at Centre D'Erotica she had seen every level of weird that could possibly exist. She knew the store like the back of her had- where to find what customers were looking for- She even knew the regulars.

There was Snotlout, a stocky, short, college linebacker that came in every week with a new list and a terrible pickup line. He always made a point to buy a package of large condoms and wink at her every time he came. She always ignored him.

The Jeffersons, a middle-aged couple who had one crazy plan after the other to amp up their sex life. She suspected Mrs. Jefferson had read _Fifty Shades of Grey_ a few too many times. The only good thing was that she was always very friendly and gave Astrid a Hershey's bar on the way out. It would be a lot more pleasant if she didn't suspect they were trying to rope her into a threesome.

Ruffnut was a psych major who dropped in every once in a while and made small talk with Astrid about the complete stupidity of the male species. Ruff was what Astrid would value in a friend, had they not met at the local adult store: She always had a funny story to tell about something crazy that happened in her political science class or from her latest one-nighter, was sassy, and remarkably shameless_. _If Astrid hadn't become too familiar with the type of lubricants she used, she would not have minded going with Ruff out to a bar for a girls' night out.

A few other customers would come in on occasion, but those were the ones she knew the most. It actually became less awkward, knowing the customers, because it became less what -is-your-sex-life and more how's-your-sex-life-going-these days. She knew what they liked to get and how to be a good salesperson. Surprising, but true.

One thing should be made clear- it's not like Astrid had ever specifically wanted to work in a sex shop. She didn't have a fascination with intercourse or anything, and she didn't even care for (most of) the stuff she sold. She just needed a job, a flexible one that paid well, and when her ex-boyfriend had forced her into the store on one of his 'kinky-kicks', she had seen the Help Wanted sign and this one had just sort of… fallen into her lap. So there she was, twenty-two years old, pre-law student working at what should probably be, but wasn't, the most awkward job in the world.

Besides maybe a middle-aged male gynecologist.

But that had been before.

The Tuesday when all of her real struggles began seemed like any other Tuesday in December. She was cataloging yesterday's sales while trying to remember what answer she had put for question thirty-seven on her Philosophy of Law final the previous Friday. She couldn't remember if it had been A or B, but she knew the answer was B and her professor still hadn't put in the grade and she was feeling frustrated. She punched a key on the register unnecessarily hard, and the door to the store opened, letting in a cold rush of air.

Like she had said before, working in a sex shop keeps you from being surprised by even the most unusual situations. And even when you were surprised, you become particularly adept and hiding it. So when she saw the incoming customer, she only allowed herself a brief eye-widening before it fell back to her default how-may-I-help-you expression.

Astrid had learned to ignore faces when dealing with customers, but sometimes that particular skill failed her. This was one of those times. She had had her fair share of nerdy, virginal guys come in looking around with a mixture of awe and terror, reeking of recently-googled pubescent questions. They bumbled around awkwardly, before buying ridiculous merchandise no one on their right mind would spend money on. But _this_ guy?

For one, he wasn't exactly _nerdy- _At least not in the conventional way. Sure, he was undoubtedly lanky, and he had the awed-terrified expression down to a tee- but he was more lean muscle than he was scrawny fishbone, and his sharp jawline was lined with what seemed to be five o'clock shadow (it was 8 in the morning? What the Hel?), and when they made eye contact across the store she saw his eyes were a brilliant green that made her take a double take and for some reason that annoyed her. Despite his obvious physical attractiveness, he was wearing a Legend of Zelda t-shirt, clutching clutching a laptop bag like a lifeline, and when he took his first step towards the counter, his elbow hit a rack of vibrators and knocked them down to the floor.

So yeah. An hot, unconventional nerd, but a nerd all the same.

She let out an unladylike snort as he stared at the mess with a horror struck expression, that only intensified as a few of them became to vibrate on the floor like electrocuted worms.

'S-sorry, sorry,' he stammered in a voice that was an odd combination of nasally and low. 'I-I-didn't see- sorry-'

She let him suffer for for a few moments more before the good employee in her finally said, 'Don't worry about it. We'll pick that up later. What can I do for you?'

Astrid didn't think it was possible, but his already red face turned even redder, which should have made him look like like a cherry tomato but instead made his already brilliantly green eyes shine even more. 'Right,' he blew out out a breath and rocked forward slightly. 'Well, um, you wouldn't happen to carry liquid latex, would you?'

Astrid refrained from raising an eyebrowe and took a cursory glance around the shop. 'I believe we do over there.' She motioned to her left, where there were several different sized labeled containers on a shelf. He nodded once once and muttered thank you, avoiding her gaze, and walked awkwardly to the shelves. She smirked as he carefully sidestepped around the rack of inflatable dolls.

The girl turned her attention back to the log book and wrote in the last few sales. By the time she was done, the customer was back and shifting his weight nervously. She glanced up and he set a bottle on the counter.

She grabbed it and rang it up, smiling at him politely as she took the cash he was holding and saying, 'Did you find everything alright?'

He blinked, as if he was surprised she was talking to him, and gave her a nervous crooked smile. 'Oh, yeah, it was fine.'

Placing the bottle in the bag, she handed it to him and watched him turn to go.

'Have a nice day,' She said.

He glanced back at the her. 'Thanks. You, um, you too.'

Once he had disappeared out the door, Astrid returned to her chores, but she found herself wondering what the heck a guy like him needed liquid latex for. He definitely didn't seem the type to have kinky fetishes, and the (few) people who had been in there to buy it just… well. He just didn't seem to be the type.

He was cute. Like… really actually very cute. And he was dorky. _Extremely_ dorky.

Astrid shook her head, admonishing herself. She didn't really have time to eye attractive-nerd-guys-with-suspicious-behaviour. She had bigger things to worry about- like the fact her dog had torn apart the bathroom door for the _third_ time that month. Seriously, what was wrong with that animal?

Any final musings on the green-eyed boy vanished when the bell above the door rang and her least favourite regular sauntered in, sneering out, 'Hey babe, you're a nine out of ten- and I'm the one you need!'.

It was going to be a long day.

* * *

><p><strong>*sweats nervously*<strong>

**See what I mean? **

**Okay the inspiration for this hit me last Tuesday from an event that actually took place- though it did not involve any potential romances. I'll elaborate later, when it doesn't possibly ruin the story. I swear, I wouldn't have written something potentially dirty if I didn't feel particularly interested in the plot. I just really hope I don't disappoint.**

**I'll be updating a few chapters to see the general reception. Reviews mean 'yes' unless you specifically say 'ew stop.', in which case I will lay down my figurative quill and stuff my face with comfort food at a failed idea. If you want continuity, review! If you don't, review. **

**Seriously, just review.**

**I've missed updating more than I can admit. **

**-VolleyballGoddess**


	2. In Which Hiccup is Embarrassed

**A/N: Okay so I'd like to thank everyone for the reviews- they were both encouraging and constructive :) I really appreciate it, especially since this story is so far out of my comfort zone. I'm honestly very sensitive about this one, so it's nice to see all the interest. **

**I should apologise for the typos that people have pointed out. It's very thoughtful of you. Just to clarify, there will likely be many typos in my chapters. I don't have a beta, and I have very little time to pinpoint all the errors I make. My main goal is to write something for the readers and myself, and more often than not, once I get going, it's difficult to stop, and mistakes happen. I do try to find them before I publish, but unless they explicitly make the story illegible, I ask you bear with me. By all means, keep pointing them out though! Just do it in a polite way and I'll try to fix them.**

**Okay, so I hope you enjoy this new chapter! R&R guys :D**

* * *

><p>Hiccup had not woken up that day expecting to go into a sex shop.<p>

In fact, he really hadn't planned on waking up until noon-ish in general (he had stayed up rather late the night before due to the thunderstorm that kept his cowardly, yet very loud, cat up all. Freaking. Night.).

It was only around two in the morning that the thunder had finally subsided, and the offspring-of-lightning-and-death itself had finally stopped clawing at his leg and yowling miserably. Hiccup had finally managed to go to sleep, and was intending to sleep for the whole morning and part of the afternoon. The loud ring of his phone shot that plan in the metaphoric foot (heh).

'Ugh. Hello?'

'_Hiccup!_'

The much too loud voice made Hiccup blink and jerk his head back. It was- he checked the alarm clock by his bed- seven in the morning, and his friend, Fishlegs, was practically shouting into the other end of the phone. 'What do you want, Fishlegs?' He asked raspily.

'_Remember our plan for Friday?'_ His friend spoke much quieter, probably realising by the disgruntled tone of Hiccup's voice that it was _way_ too early to be excited.

'Er...' Hiccup struggled to identify what exactly Fishlegs was referring to.

'_Don't play dumb, Hiccup, it's not very becoming of you. Anyway, if we want to have the costumes ready we have to get started on the prosthetics now, that way we have time for a few trial ones.'_

Hiccup absentmindedly scratched his leg. 'Okay, well, why are you telling me this at seven in the morning?'

'_Because I went down to the party store and they don't have liquid latex.'_

His mind still slow to catch on, Hiccup failed to see where Fishlegs' train of thought was heading. 'Ummm...'

He could practically _hear _Fishlegs roll his eyes. '_I need you to go get some. So we can make the prosthetics.'_

'If you couldn't find it, what makes you think I can?' Hiccup finally sat up, apologising mentally to Toothless, who had been curled up on his chest and had just been unceremoniously tossed onto the bed.

'_I googled it. It's sold in other places year-round.'_

'What other places?'

Silence on the other end.

'Fish?'

'_Before I say anything, I have to remind you I can't go get it myself because I have work and we need it now, and also because you still owe me from the Catapult Incident of '09.'_

'Fishlegs!'

'_You're gonna have to run down to the grown-up store.'_

What Fishlegs was suggesting dawned on Hiccup almost immediately, but he was too bemused by his friend's choice of words to pay particular attention to the development? 'Grown-up store? Really, Fish? You're twenty-three years old, and _that's _what you're going with?'

'_I'm at work!'_

'Gosh, and I bet the other programmers couldn't handle hearing the word "sex" without their brains imploding. They're just too pure for that kind of adulteration.'

'_Sarcasm isn't very becoming on you either.'_ The sound of clicking keys sounded through the earpiece.

'That's too bad, because it's my first language.' Hiccup closed his eyes, wishing to fall asleep again. A moment later, his eyes snapped open. 'Wait, _what_?'

'_Caught on, have you?_'

'Why? How do you even know they _carry _the stuff?

'_I called ahead. So get up, Hiccup, and get down there. It'll be an interesting experience.'_

'I hate you.'

'_Gotta go. I'll text you the address, cause I know you're lazy and won't go if you don't know where it is. Give him Hel for me, Toothless!' _The last sentence was shouted so loud that Hiccup had to pull the phone off his ear. Hiccup's cat peered up from where he was curled up and let out a mewl. Hiccup grumbled and flopped back, throwing an arm over his face dramatically. He tried to relax enough to let himself fall back asleep, because screw Fishlegs and his OCD tendencies.

But it appeared not only had Toothless heard Fishlegs, he also seemed to want to obey the command. Just as he was feeling the heaviness of sleep fall on him again, a furry paw batted at his cheek. 'Ugh, Toothless. Stop.'

He felt the he weight of a seven-pound feline crawl across his chest and up to his face, followed by a raspy tongue that began to lick him relentlessly. 'Toothless!'

The licking became more insistent, and mewling started. Hiccup shoved the cat off with a growl. 'I hate you.'

Toothless only smirked a cat smirk at him as his owner threw off the covers and rubbed his eyes wearily. Well, there was no going back now.

Hiccup mechanically reached for the metal prosthetic leg that leaned on the nightstand next to his bed. It had become habit now: wake up, attach leg, go on with his day. He had lost his lower leg in a fire when he was fifteen, and since then he had had to practice to continue with his life as normal. After a few falls out of bed from forgetting to attach his prosthetic, Hiccup had finally gotten the hang of it, and now he moved as smoothly- in fact, more so- than he had with two feet. Physical therapy had improved his coordination significantly- though he still suffered bouts of clumsiness when he was nervous.

The metal piece attached and functioning, Hiccup stood and groaned, before shuffling to the bathroom in his tiny apartment, a jet black ball of fur weaving in between his legs treacherously on his way.

When he was finally decently groomed (his hair was unmanageable and he had, in his absentmindedness, forgotten to buy a razor- but he had successfully brushed his teeth, which, in his exhausted state, he considered a triumph), Hiccup lumbered back to his bedroom. He tugged a pair of jeans off a chair, struggling to put them on with Toothless insistently clawing at the denim and his prosthetic catching on the the pants leg. Once he succeeded, he yanked on the first clean shirt he could find, pulled on his laptop bag, patted Toothless goodbye, and- grabbing pack of pop tarts out of the pantry- took off out the door.

It was only a fifteen minute drive to the store Fishlegs was sending him to, a small shop with a strange french name he was not in the mood to try to pronounce. The trepidation he felt walking up to the door was one that he hadn't felt since his freshman year of college, when he had walked into his university's engineering lab for the first time.

A little bell rang as he opened the door, and- _Freya help him._ It was just his luck.

Behind a tall white counter, bent over and scribbling into into a binder, was probably the prettiest girl Hiccup had ever seen. Well, in person anyway. He had a big crush Emma Watson after all.

She had blonde hair braided haphazardly over her shoulder, and when she glanced up at him, he met her blue eyes. She looked sweet enough, but in his many years as a social outcast, Hiccup had learned how to read people, and the look of dry disinterest she wore pretty much told him he was _too cool for him._ Hiccup grimaced internally. As if he needed anything to make him _more_ nervous.

Sure enough, within the first thirty seconds of being in the store, Hiccup knocked over a shelf of vibrators and made himself sound like a stammering idiot. He couldn't even blame his bad leg for it either, since he had hit it with his elbow.

He made his way-carefully- to the shelf she had pointed him to and began to look for a decent sized container of skin-coloured liquid latex. After all, he really didn't want to come back again. Hiccup succeeded in finding a reasonably large bottle, and tried to pay for it without drawing attention to himself. He really hoped she wouldn't ask him any awkward questions. He might not be able to handle it.

'Did you find everything alright?' The girl asked.

Hiccup blinked. Did he...oh yeah, that was probably a typical employee question. He really needed to stop freaking out. He was twenty-two, for crying out loud, not fourteen. 'Oh, yeah, it was fine.' He answered as calmly as he could when talking to a pretty girl, offering her a smile he hoped came off as 'I do this all the time' and not 'I'm super awkward and I'm only in here because my friend made me because we're dressing up as characters from Middle Earth for a movie premiere'.

He probably failed, but whatever.

The minute she handed him the bag, he turned and bolted. 'Have a nice day,' She called out from behind him.

He glanced back. 'Thanks. You, um, you too.' He didn't miss the look of amused bemusement on her face.

Hiccup spent the a next twenty minutes cursing himself vehemently. The rest of the day went by with the unrushed laziness of a holiday: he called Fishlegs briefly ('_You got it?'_ 'Yeah, I did but-' '_Okay, start on them and I'll come help you after work!' '_Fishlegs!'), returned home and marathoned a few episodes of Merlin on Netflix, then, at the pointed look from his too-wise cat, sat down at his desk with modeling clay, floral foam, and the new bottle of latex.

'Alright, bud.' He said, scratching Toothless' head. The cat leapt onto the desk and, after being pushed back from on top of his work several times, settled into the corner disgruntledly. Hiccup quickly sketched out several strange looking noses and ears. For an hour Hiccup played around with a few designs, then, finally settling on a sketch of large, rather goofy-looking pointed ears, began drawing and carving it out of the foam.

Fishlegs let himself in around noon, on his lunch break, when Hiccup had just begun painstakingly painting liquid latex to the end of a rather fantastically carved pointed ear. 'Is that one yours?' The widely built blond asked. He and Hiccup had been friends since being roommates their freshman year, and while Fishlegs had gone on to become a computer programmer at one of the largest gaming companies in the country, Hiccup had gone on to try to get his Ph.D. It had been his dad's idea more than anything, but Hiccup was very interested in the research side of mechanical engineering, so it hadn't taken much convincing to get him to continue his education.

'Yep,' Hiccup answered without looking up at Fishlegs. He was trying very hard to get a smooth layer of the viscous white liquid over the foam. 'I want to see how many layers we'll need to make it look acceptable. Then I'll get started on your nose.' He finally shot a look at his friend. 'You're gonna be a dwarf, you said?'

'Yeah,' Fishlegs nodded excitedly. 'I'm even growing facial hair.' He gestured proudly at the sprinkling of blond hair that were appearing on his chin. 'And apparently, beards give plus five attractiveness. At least, that's what that girl I was telling you about said.'

'What girl?'

'The one I met at that bar, remember?'

Hiccup shot his friend a look as he finished the third coat of latex and clipped the dying product upside-down on a pair of clothespins hanging on a string. 'She said it gave you plus five attractiveness?' He asked doubtfully.

'Well, not exactly,' Fishlegs admitted. Hiccup shook his head and grinned. Toothless, who had been surprisingly quiet this whole time, meowed and he glanced at the furry little monster who was curled up in a corner on his desk. 'But it's what she meant! Did you decide what you were going to be?'

'Huh? Oh, yeah. A hobbit.'

It should be explained at this point, the entire situation that was taking place, and why Hiccup was spending a perfectly lovely winter afternoon making latex ears instead of doing something far more pleasurable- such as sleeping. That Friday was the premiere of the second instillation of The Hobbit movies, what Hiccup considered to be one of the most important cinematic series of the decade. (He meant, of course, the 2010's, because even the new movies couldn't hold a candle to the original The Lord of the Rings films and Harry Potter). Fishlegs had made the brilliant suggestion that they dress up for the premiere, because a situation like that only came once in a lifetime, and really, he and Hiccup were shameless nerds. Unfortunately, Fishlegs was also a go-big-or-go-home kind of guy, who insisted on perfecting their costumes to the best of their ability- and that resulted in Hiccup walking into a sex shop at eight am on a Tuesday.

'Good idea. You aren't very elf-like.' Fishlegs agreed thoughtfully. Hiccup rolled his eyes.

'Thanks, Fish. What time do you get off today?'

'Four. I can come and help you with the stuff after. Do you want food or something?'

'Eh. I'll let you know.' Hiccup waved off his friend's offer and began prodding the block of modeling clay. 'I'd better get back to this. This movie had better be amazing, with all this trouble we're going through.'

'Stop complaining, you big baby. Bye Toothless!' Fishlegs patted the cat with a massive but gentle hand, and lumbered out of Hiccup's bedroom. A moment later the front door shut.

Hiccup sighed. 'What do you think, bud? Get started on Fish's nose, or watch some Merlin-Arthur action?'

Toothless raised his head and gave him a look that clearly read, _I'm a cat. I couldn't care less what you do._ Hiccup nodded. 'You're right. Merlin it is.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN: **

**Okie dokie, there it is. Hiccup's purpose in the shop was revealed. Sorry for those of you who thought it'd be something dirty- Hiccup is way too nerdy for that. For now. Those of you who thought it was an experiment were closer, but Fishlegs and Hiccup are pretty hardcore Lord of the Rings fans, in my opinion. **

**Funny story, I actually dressed up as an elf for the Battle of the Five Armies premiere, and I just so happened to skip my first period to go to my local Katz Boutique to get myself a bottle of liquid latex. The mockery from my friends put aside, I thought it would make a pretty silly fanfiction, and this little goofy creation was born. So yeah, haha, hope it wasn't too anticlimactic for you, but there it is. **

**Pleeeeeeeease read and review guys, I would love it so very much. Especially if you review, because guess what motivates me to continue to publish and improve my writing. **

**Anyways, that's all for now. Happy New Years, melloneanin. **

**-VolleyballGoddess**


	3. In Which Toothless is a Little Shit

**A/N: I'm sorry! I know it's been a little more than a week since I updated, but school has begun again, and I have 9 weeks before grades lock and I need to keep my rank up, and I've been filling out scholarship stuff and FAFSA, and in general, school just really, really sucks. **

**Here's a pretty lengthy chapter to hopefully make up for it, and I won't bother you with a longer author's note.**

* * *

><p>One day until the movie premiere, and Hiccup was about ready to kill Fishlegs and feed him to Toothless. He didn't doubt that Toothless would enjoy it too.<p>

Was it even possible for one person to be so completely anal? Hiccup had made no less than fifteen versions of Fishlegs' dwarf nose, and each one was only 'forty-three percent accurate, as opposed to the sixty-seven he needed for minimum authenticity'. He didn't have a clue what that even _looked _like, but Fishlegs was not skilled in the art department, and so every attempt he made to provide an example looked more like a potato than a dwarfish nose. Fortunately, (for Fishlegs, because Hiccup would have called it quits otherwise), the rubber 'gloves' he had made to make Fishlegs' hands look bigger and rougher had been approved the first time. Hiccup wasn't half as picky as Fish when it came to his costume.

Fishlegs was currently camped out on Hiccup's couch munching on a box of Cheez-Its, watching something on the television and periodically pushing a begging Toothless away. Hiccup didn't know why Toothless was begging for Cheez-its, the cat was the pickiest creature he had ever seen- the only thing Toothless would allow in his food bowl was fish-flavoured cat food or fish itself. It was only, he determined, for the sake of begging.

Hiccup trudged up to Fishlegs with the latest olfactory model. 'Here's one, and for the sake of my sanity, please, _please_ say that it exceeds sixty-seven percent accuracy because I don't think I can handle another attempt.'

Fishlegs looked up from the show he was watching (Was that _Gossip Girl_? And how did Hiccup even _know _that?) to closer inspect the clay. The blond boy was silent for a few moments, frowning and muttering to himself inscrutably. Hiccup felt his heart sink down to his stomach. _Not again_.

'Perfect!' Fishlegs suddenly exclaimed, so loudly that Toothless darted behind his owner and dug his claws into his pants leg. Hiccup felt nothing, seeing as it was his bad leg, but he shook his cat off anyways. 'This is at least seventy-four percent!'

Hiccup slumped in relief. 'Thank the gods. I'll just paint it and we can finally stop, right?'

'This calls for celebration!' Fishlegs crowed in response, standing and upending the box of cheese-flavoured crackers in his excitement.

'Celebration?' Hiccup asked doubtfully as he watched his cat attack the spilled goodies on the floor.

'How about we get that Chinese that you like?' Fishlegs asked eagerly. 'And we can marathon the Lord of the Rings to prepare for the marathon tomorrow!'

Hiccup grinned, picking up on his friend's excitement. 'Extended editions?'

Fishlegs snorted. 'As if it'd be anything else. That's approximately eleven hours and twenty-two minutes we have to marathon, then the Hobbit will clock in at three hours and three minutes, so a total of-'

'Fourteen hours and twenty five minutes,' Hiccup finished for him. 'Sleep or no sleep?' He was very much hoping his friend would say 'sleep', but Fishlegs was very serious about these movies.

'If we start at exactly seventeen-hundred hours, we can watch the first two, sleep until nine, finish the marathon, and still have approximately five hours and forty-eight minutes for potential problems and to get ready before we have to be at the premiere.'

Sometimes it was really great to have a stats nerd as his best friend.

'Sounds good to me. I can go pick up dinner, if you call in.' Hiccup made to go back to his room and finish painting the latex on the model, but Fishlegs' voice stopped him.

'No, I can go, if you want.' He shifted, looking guiltily at the floor. 'You've already done a lot and I haven't been much help, I-'

'Hey!' Hiccup cut him off, laughing. 'Calm down, Fish. I need to stretch my legs out for a bit, or I might lose the other one too.' He mockingly shook his metal foot before grinning, and Fishlegs' who was used to his friend's leg jokes by now, rolled his eyes and waved him away.

Hiccup finished up several coats of latex in record time, and was admiring his finished handiwork when Fishlegs appeared in the doorway. 'I called in and it should be ready in like fifteen minutes.'

Hiccup carefully set the nose down and stood, brushing his hands on his jeans. 'Alright I'll head out then.'

Fishlegs nodded approvingly at the nose-mold, before realising what Hiccup had said and frowning. 'But it's only a five minute drive.'

'My good foot is about five _seconds _away from falling off from inactivity,' Hiccup deadpanned. 'I gotta get moving, put some use to all… _this_.' He gestured widely to himself.

Fishlegs only chortled and turned around. After grabbing his coat and keys, Hiccup followed.

As he made his way to the door, Toothless weaved between his legs, meowing piteously. Hiccup stared at the cat. The cat stared back with an expression reminiscent to Puss in Boots from Shrek. 'No way, bud.' Hiccup said forcefully. 'You try to climb out the window and you change the volume of the radio, and climb up my seat and sit behind my head and-' Who was he kidding. Toothless had big green eyes, and Hiccup was _weak_. 'Argh, _f__ine_.'

'Pathetic,' Fishlegs observed.

'Shut up,' Hiccup grumbled, scooping up his cat in one arm and opening the door. 'You sing Meatlug to sleep every night.'

'And she loves it!' Fishlegs calls to the slamming door.

* * *

><p>Hiccup supposed Fishlegs was right about several things- the first being he should have left later, so he didn't have to wait, the second being he should have left his demon-cat behind while he had the chance.<p>

You see, Toothless, while inarguably adorable and cuddly and good at catching spiders, was was also evil. _Pure evil. _When Hiccup had first adopted the feline, days after he'd moved out of the dorms and gotten his own place, he was convinced the cat would be the best friend he had never had. After all, he had saved the cat's life.

He'd been walking to his new place after class, when he'd heard what was undoubtedly a weak meow. Following the sound to an alleyway, he'd found a tiny black ball of fur, bleeding, shivering, and starved. He hadn't hesitated to pick it up carefully, wrapping it in his jacket, and take it to the nearest vet's office. A few weeks and treatments later, the kitten was much healthier, and when Hiccup went to check on him, he was rather stunned to see that the cat was missing a leg.

The vet told him that it had likely been shot, and had been so mangled they couldn't save it. Apparently the cat was lucky to have been found by Hiccup so quickly: a few more hours and it would have been too late. The whole situation was so reflective of Hiccup's own loss of limb, that half an hour later, Hiccup was walking out with a tiny bag of cat food, a tiny litter box, and a tiny cat.

It would be nice to say that the two became best of friends, but it took a while for the kitten to warm to Hiccup. Within weeks however, after several bribes of fish-flavoured cat treats, under-the-chin-rubs, and cat-nip toys, the cat was so cuddly and harmless that Hiccup soon dubbed him Toothless.

Despite Hiccup's obvious selflessness to his feline friend, Toothless was still incredibly inconsiderate. That evening was the perfect example.

Hiccup parked his car in the pick-up space by the front door of the restaurant and fumbled with his seatbelt. Had he been paying closer attention, maybe he would have noticed his cat's poised position, and the tell-tale wriggling of his behind. As it was, Hiccup did not observe this, and so when he pushed open the door, it came as a complete shock to him to feel a furball dart past him and outside into the cold night air. Hiccup let out a strangled cry and lurched forward, hoping to catch Toothless before he made it too far, but his fingers closed over thin air.

It seemed to happen in slow motion. Hiccup scrambled out of the car and watched in horror as the-offspring-of-lightning-and-death-itself darted as quickly as a three legged cat could towards the restaurant door, just as it opened. The cat shot through the patron's legs, knocking them off balance. White styrofoam containers flew up into the air, shining cheaply in the soft glow of the street light before tumbling to the ground, and splattering to the floor, while the customer let out a startled cry and stumbled, falling face first into the ground.

Hiccup's momentary lapse of motor skills vanished; he quickly hobbled forward, stuttering apologise as fast as his brain could process them.

'Oh my gods, I'm so sorry-'

'Are you fucking _kidding _me-'

'-he doesn't usually do that, I promise- oh gods-'

'- I'm gonna kill it, I swear to Odin-'

'Are you okay, did you get hurt or-_Ahhaha OW!_'

The final cry of pain resulted from the sudden twisted position Hiccup's arm was in: as he bent to help Toothless victim from the ground, she- for it was a she- grabbed his wrist and forced it back into a very painful position.

'What was _that_ for?' He cried out as she released him.

'That was for letting a stupid cat run around on the street you stupid, moronic-' She faltered.

Hiccup looked up from his throbbing wrist, eyes watering, and almost fell over himself.

Standing in front of him, looking flushed from irritation but shocked as well, was none other than the blonde cashier from the adult store Hiccup had visited the day before. Hiccup decided at that moment that he was putting Toothless up for adoption.

'Um… hi.' He said nervously. She didn't answer. 'I'm really sorry about that. I promise, he's never run out like that before, I have no idea what got into him, but I'll pay for your meal. If you want to order the same thing again, or get like, the whole menu just to get me back, or whatever, it's on me, I feel really bad...' Hiccup was aware he was rambling, but this was probably one of the most embarrassing situations of his entire life and he tended to ramble when he was nervous. That and trip over things, but at this point all the damage had already committed by Toothless, and even _he _wasn't that clumsy.

After a second or two of his mumbling, the girl seemed to come to her senses because she cut him off. 'It's fine. Just, control your cat.' She shot an angry look at Toothless, who met her gaze, then started licking himself in a clearly dismissive way.

She started to walk away, when Hiccup started and followed her, though he was careful not to touch her. 'Wait!' he insisted, trotting beside her with his lopsided gait. 'I insist on paying for your dinner, it's the least I can do. Please?'

The girl seemed to be about to protest, when her stomach grumbled audibly, even through the thick layer of her fur-lined coat. She hesitated, and Hiccup shot her his most charming (meaning, not-very-charming-at-all) smile. Her scowl deepened, but she muttered, 'Fine.'

Without waiting for him, she pivoted and started walking back towards the restaurant. Hiccup followed her, and stopped to scoop us his evil cat. He dropped him in the driver's seat of his already opened car, glaring the whole time, then locked it (although maybe he should leave it unlocked, so someone could take Toothless. Who was he kidding, no one would steal that useless mammal), and trailed the girl inside.

She was leaning against the wall, having already re-placed her order. Hiccup walked up beside her.

'I'm really sorry about that,' Hiccup offered again nervously, shoving his hands in his pockets.

'You said that already,' she said dryly without looking at him. He flushed. 'Yeah. I guess I did.'

They fell silent for another couple of seconds, before the girl said, 'Are you going to pick up your order or what?' Hiccup jumped and, turning bright red again, muttered, 'Right,' and moved forward to the register.

He paid for his order and the one the girl had placed, then turned around to wait the last few minutes before his food would be done. As he walked back to the wall, he saw the girl eyeing his metal foot; when she saw that he caught her staring, she turned pink and turned away.

Hiccup tried to pass the time by reciting the Brayton, Carnot, and Otto Cycle Efficiency equations in his head. He was interrupted unexpectedly.

'Sorry.'

Hiccup turned to gape at the blonde beside him. 'What?'

'I'm sorry,'she repeated, looking straight ahead. 'I was kind of rude earlier. It wasn't your fault your cat tripped me. I have a dog, I know how crazy animals can be. I just had a rough day, and I kind of took it out on you.' She looked up at Hiccup and offered him a small smile, to which Hiccup responded to with a grin.

'It's okay, I know how that can be,' he smiled, to show her no had feelings. He held out his hand. 'I'm Hiccup, by the way.'

She raised an eyebrow at his name, but otherwise said nothing. 'Astrid. Do you live around here?'

'Yeah, I go to school in the area.' He wondered if she was going to mention seeing him at her job yesterday. He sincerely hoped not. Was there like a customer-seller privacy code at sex stores that he wasn't aware of, or did cashiers just bring up their buyers' purchases whenever they ran into them in public. Did that even _happen_ often?

'Oh really?' She seemed genuinely interested at this. 'So do I? Which one?'

Hiccup shifted uncomfortably. This was the dreaded question. 'Um… Massachusetts Institute of Technology.'

Instead of being impressed and making a fuss, like he had been afraid of (who could blame him, it happened a lot), she nodded and said, 'Cool. I'm at Harvard.'

Hiccup blinked in shock. 'You go to Harvard?'

She smirked. 'Yeah, I'm studying law. What about you? Engineer, I'm guessing.'

Hiccup smiled back at her. 'You got me.'

She wrinkled her nose, and Hiccup was momentarily distracted by how implausibly cute it looked. Ugh. Look at him, fawning over a pretty girl who probably thought he was a crazy cat-man. Or maybe not: she had seen him purchasing a bottle of liquid latex- maybe she thought he had a very wild sex-life.

The thought almost made him scoff, before he realised she was saying something. '-no idea how you would study that. I hate math.'

He shrugged modestly. 'It's really not so bad once you get the hang of it. It could be worse- I could be scrawny and nerdy and living with my cat. Oh, _wait_.'

Astrid gave an unlady-like snort and then started laughing. Hiccup found himself chuckling along with her. They were still laughing when the cashier called out his name.

Hiccup shoved himself off the wall and grabbed his order, then made his way to the door. 'Well, um,' he stammered, awkwardness returning in full force. 'Meet you nice- I mean, it was nice. To meet you. Yeah.'

Astrid snickered, waving at him as he flushed. 'It was nice to meet you too Hiccup.' She smiled at him, and he felt flutters erupt in his tummy, so he shoved open the door and hurriedly made his way outside, tripping, of course, over the rug at the doorstep.

He could hear her giggling as the door swung shut, but it wasn't a mocking laugh, it was a nice one, like someone enjoying a good joke with a friend. Hiccup found himself smiling as he walked towards his car.

Maybe he should thank Toothless instead.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Well, there's chapter 3. Like I said before, I uploaded this as quickly as possible, and though I proof read, it is by no means infallible, so please let me know if you see any errors. Now if you'll excuse me, I have to study for an AP chemistry test and try to understand Euler's Method, so wish me luck.**

**Read and Review, because your reviews are the only reason I set aside my Calculus and write. Seriously, it's all that motivates me through this school year.**

**Thanks and R&R,**

**-VolleyballGoddess**


	4. In Which Nerds Unite

**A/N: **

**Wow, ummm... it's been a while. I'm really sorry, I _so_ many things to do this semester- what with college stuff, scholarships, track, prom, AP tests, and school, I just didn't have time to update this. Hope I haven't lost you all just yet, summer is here and I'll definitely have more time to write. This chapter is uneventful, but it's been in my computer for like... 5 months so I'll just post it and the next chapter _may (*_wink*) be more eventful, and _will_ be out sooner. Without further ado: chapter 4!**

* * *

><p>Hiccup's foot itched.<p>

He scratched at his ear- making a face when his hand made contact with rubbery material- because bending over was hard and scratching his foot would be pointless anyways thanks to the fuzzy hair that was carefully pasted on. He was seriously starting to reconsider choosing to dress up as a race that went solely barefoot. Heh- _solely-_ get it?

Eh, yeah. It wasn't one of his best.

Anyways, Hiccup's foot itched, and he was walking around fully hobbit-costumed_, _clink-tapping almost comically with one metal prosthetic and one overly hairy foot. He'd gotten some funny looks, sure, but in general people were too polite (or nervous) to stare, and the couple of times someone blatantly gaped at him, he had just grinned and said, 'I got a little too close to Smaug and _ta da! _Peg leg!', while sweeping his arms dramatically towards the fake limb.

The mixture of horror and conflicted amusement on their expressions was totally worth the couple of stumbles he suffered from the grandiose movement and his inescapable lack of balance.

Fishlegs was currently buying his movie ticket while Hiccup stood in awkward silence behind him, smiling crookedly at other costumed people who walked by. 'Hey Fishlegs,' He said in an attempt to pass the time. Fishlegs- wearing a mass of hair, leather and real-life, honest-to-goodness _chain mail_ ( he supposed there were perks to working in a computer gaming company)- glanced at him while handing the cashier his printed ticket-purchase confirmation. 'What?'

'Why did the hobbit ruin the wrestling match?'

Fishlegs frowned. 'Um...'

'Because he _tried to destroy the ring!' _Hiccup let out a bark of laughter and waited for Fishlegs to respond with equal amusement. All he got was a blank look in return. 'Get it? The ring? Like a wrestling ring?'

'No, I got it.'

'Well then… why aren't you laughing?'

Fishlegs grabbed the movie ticket the cashier was holding out to him, then turned and began to lumber away. 'Because that was the worst joke I've ever heard, Hiccup.'

Hiccup stumbled after him. 'No it wasn't,' he argued. 'I could've done _so_ much worse.' At Fishlegs' skeptical look, he puffed up indignantly, which was a funny look in his hobbit outfit. 'Why did Pippin quit drinking?'

Fishlegs handed the ticket to the ticket-taker-person- Hiccup forgot the proper name for him but it didn't matter anyways because Fishlegs wasn't responding to his joke- and then handed him Hiccup's ticket too because Hiccup wasn't paying the slightest attention to the situation. 'C'mon Fishlegs, try me!'

Fishlegs sighed. 'There is a thirty-four percent chance this joke is going to be worse than the last one, but with you Hiccup, I'm not sure I want to take those odds.'

'Because it was making him _Merry!' _Hiccup grinned, delighted with himself. Fishlegs groaned. Even the guy taking tickets shook his head sadly.

'I told you I could do worse.' Hiccup followed Fishlegs in triumph.

'I knew you'd beat the odds,' Fishlegs said ruefully. They trailed towards the corresponding theatre, Fishlegs with his lumbering gait and Hiccup _clink-tapping _away. Hiccup nodded amiably to a pair of ringwraiths carrying popcorn. They waved back.

'I think it's quite an accomplishment, honestly, to be able to thwart a statistics nerd.' Since their first few hours as roommates, Fishlegs had astonished Hiccup with his ability to track everything- and he meant _everything_- as a stat. Hiccup had consequently astonished Fishlegs with his ability to defy those stats.

'Only you would find something like that an accomplishment Hiccup.' Fishlegs said primly- or as primly as he could with a two foot long hairy beard. 'In the early nineteenth century, it was considered accomplished to be able to play the piano. Have you ever played the piano, Hiccup?' He didn't even wait for a response. 'It's hard. Now _that's _accomplished.'

'That's not what I meant.' Hiccup grumbled as they stopped in the line that wound its way through the hall from the movie theatre they were intending to enter. 'Besides, I don't have time for your weird obsession with Jane Austen novels right now, Fishlegs. This is a big day.'

Indeed, Hiccup was filled with a reinvigorated sense of excitement at the sight of so many people dressed up for the movie premiere. He no longer felt self-conscious or nervous- his entire body was tingling with anticipation and this was the _greatest day ever_. He had no shame in admitting that he would probably remember this moment for the rest of his probably very uninteresting life.

Fishlegs caught on to Hiccup's sense of excitement and looked around, beaming eagerly. 'You're right about that. Only T-minus forty-seven minutes and fourteen seconds before the movie starts.'

Hiccup furrowed his brow in thought. His eyebrow raised along with one side of his mouth, in his trademark grin. 'How's a match of mythomagic to keep time rolling?'

Fishlegs got the look on his face that said _did you really have to ask_?

'No! No, no, _no, no, no_!' Hiccup groaned exactly twenty-three minutes later. 'He had plus four-hundred attack! _How_ did you _beat_ me?'

Fishlegs gave Hiccup a smug smile. 'Because I'm unstoppable. And one day, Hiccup, you might realise that I'm the real man in the relationship.'

Hiccup rolled his eyes '"Real man",' he grumbled. 'The only manly thing about you is your ego.''

The line ahead started moving and Fishlegs and Hiccup exchanged excited looks. Gathering up the shiny plastic cards, the adjusted their costumes. It was time for a legendary night.

* * *

><p>When her replacement finally arrived to start his shift- ten minutes late, mind you- Astrid had made up her mind that she was going to embrace the idea of 'winter break': go home, make hot chocolate and order take out, and curl up on her couch with Stormfly to watch a movie. Love Actually was finally back up on Netflix, and while she normally didn't watch chick flicks, every girl needed a sappy love story now and then.<p>

It had been a really annoying day. Snotlout had been her first customer of the day, and that hadn't given her enough time to prepare herself for his… _tenacity_. And she'd forgotten to completely ignore every pigheaded word he said, so when he had asked her if she was religious, she had absentmindedly responded with 'What?', and the ecstatic look on his face suggested that was a mistake. Sure enough, he answered with, 'Cause you're the answer to all my prayers', and proceeded to crow about his own smoothness for the next ten minutes.

When he had finally left (after buying… well you know what, she wasn't going to think about what he bought, because _ew_), a relatively steady stream of customers kept her busy until her shift had ended. And so now she was on her way home, mentally drained, and eagerly looking forward to the full-body tongue bath she was sure to receive from her dog.

The ten minute walk seemed to take forever, but when she finally arrived at her apartment, she could hear Stormfly squirming eagerly inside. She unlocked the door and was immediately accosted by a 65 pound greyhound. Astrid let out a muffled cry as she was knocked backwards. Whoa,' she said laughing, shoving the dog off her. 'Chill. Let's go pee and then you have to promise to be super cuddly tonight, okay?' Stormfly wagged her entire body and she took that as agreement.

Astrid led Stormfly downstairs and out the door, and they took a nice walk around the park across the street. Stormfly tore up and down the lake, chasing birds for five minutes before finally slowing down. Astrid frowned. She hated leaving her dog locked inside an apartment all day, but she couldn't bear to give her up to someone with a bigger house. Fortunately the dog seemed to be handling it okay, and the morning runs and afternoon walks appeared to be keeping her happy.

When Stormfly finally came back, they returned to the apartment and Astrid ordered Chinese. Stormfly awaited her on the couch, tail wagging gently, while Astrid pulled Netflix up on her Xbox and cocooned herself in her duvet. 'Stormfly, will you get the door when the delivery guy gets here?' She asked the dog. She received a loving look and several wet kisses in response.

Three hours, a bowl of fried rice, and half a bowl of Lo Mien noodles later, Astrid was halfway through Jane Eyre, and well on her way to falling asleep. 'I'm pathetic,' She grumbled to herself. Stormfly whined in agreement.

Back when she was an undergrad, she used to be constantly busy, playing lacrosse for her university, participating in several clubs and even holding a job at the coffee shop most of the students went to. But then law school happened, and her job at Centre D'Erotica, and now she could barely find enough time in the day to wake up early to work out. She missed lacrosse (especially the aggressiveness she could outlet through the sport), but she didn't expect to play forever.

She felt herself nodding off when she heard her phone begin to buzz. 'Hello?'

Stormfly lifted her head lovingly off of Astrid's blanket clad lap and watched as her owner's face darkened slightly. 'No, I meant to call, I just- No.' Astrid pinched the bridge of her nose. 'Yeah, I'm staying here for break, I told you that. Well, I would have, if you'd answered me when I asked you last month.'

Astrid fell silent as the person on the other end spoke, her jaw clenching tighter. Stormfly whined. 'Yeah. I know. I _know_. I don't need your help.' The voice through the speaker grew louder and Astrid fisted a handful of her quilt. 'I have to go. Bye.'

Without waiting for a response, Astrid ended the call and immediately turned her phone off. She tossed it onto the table, struggling to steady her breathing. Stormfly set her head back down on her lap and Astrid sighed, turning to burrow her nose in a pillow.

'Well, Stormfly,' She mumbled into the couch cushion. 'Time for another amazing Christmas.'

Stormfly licked her elbow and despite the lump in her throat, she smiled.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So yeah. Hiccup is at the premiere! Astrid got a distressing phone call! I got into Yale!**

**Lol but yeah guys, the reason why I haven't updated is because I actually got into and will be attending THE Yale University next year, and life was just overwhelming and amazing for the last 5 months. I hope you guys can forgive me for my absence. Also, if any of y'all are fans of Jily, check out my one shot _The Benefits of Recklessness_ and review- I want to write more for Jily but am not sure of the reception. Don't forget to review, it motivates me to write faster.**

**Yalie out,**

**-VolleyballGoddess**


	5. In Which Toothless Makes a Mistake

**A/N: Hiiii... so this is out early than last time, yay! Also, I think it's a bit longer than last time as well. It would've been out earlier, but I was in Germany for the month and didn't have a chance to write. Thanks so much for all the congratulations- this has been a dream come true.I feel incredibly blessed to have been given this chance! Also, thanks for being patient with me with uploads and typos, I really appreciate it! Here's chapter 5!**

* * *

><p>Fishlegs sighed in ecstasy as he and Hiccup closed the apartment door behind them.<p>

'Tonight,' Fishlegs declared as he bent over with difficulty and tried to tug off his thick boots. 'Was the fourth greatest night of my life.'

Hiccup, who had followed in behind him, rolled his eyes but didn't need to ask what the first three greatest-nights-of-his-life were. He knew they were the night he found out he was accepted into MIT, the night he graduated from MIT, and the night he met Leonard Nimoy at ComiCon, not necessarily in that order. Hiccup had to admit, tonight had been pretty awesome. The movie lived up to his expectation, and he got quite a bit of attention (from fellow nerds, and not girls) about his Hobbit costume.

He also might have gotten a few tears in his eyes when the line of Durin ended, he wasn't ashamed to admit it.

Toothless appeared and gave a demanding meow as he hopped onto the arm of the couch. Hiccup patted him distractedly as he walked by, ignoring the indignant yowl as he continued towards the kitchen.

'Hey, Hiccup!' Fishlegs called out. 'Bring me an ale!'

There was no response from the kitchen for a moment and Fishlegs rubbed his fake beard, a habit he'd gotten into in the several hours he'd acquired it. He really loved this beard. He hoped his real one would come in as splendidly. Just as he was about to call out again, Hiccup appeared, a soda in one hand and a can of cheap ale in the other. 'I know, I know,' Hiccup muttered. 'What did you think I was doing?'

Fishlegs took the ale gratefully as Hiccup plopped himself on the sofa with a huff. He dropped his head back, letting out a long sigh of exhaustion. There was a tugging on his foot, and he looked down to see Toothless stubbornly gnawing on the fake hair plastered to his one good appendage. 'You're horrible,' He told the cat. Toothless didn't acknowledge him.

Fishlegs took a big swig of his ale and let out a deep groan of satisfaction. 'Now I just need to sleep.'

'Do it at your own house,' Hiccup grumbled. 'Gobber gave me the next two days off and I don't need you waking me up at six in the morning while you get ready for work.'

Fishlegs only shrugged, possibly because he knew Hiccup had a point, but more likely because he wanted to see his bulldog, Meatlug, and tell her all about his evening while he doted on her. The two fell into friendly silence as Hiccup sipped his soda (he was the first to admit he couldn't hold his liquor, and he was _not_ in the mood for a hangover the next morning, thank you very much) while Fishlegs downed the rest of the ale.

'I'll just have another one and then I'll go,' Fishlegs said getting up and ambling towards the kitchen.

'Oh, no you don't!' Hiccup spluttered. 'It's three in the morning and you're tired, and besides, friends, don't let friends drink and drive.'

Fishlegs reappeared in the entrance to his living room, another can of ale already opened in his hand. 'Aw, c'mon Hiccup it's just one more. And it's already open!'

'Nope!' Hiccup heaved himself off of the couch and limped over to where Fishlegs was pouting. He tugged the can from his friend's grip—his lack of struggle only emphasised how tired he really was—and set it down on the counter. 'Let's go, Fish. You're exhausted and you have to work early, plus you still have to take off that costume when you get home. Get out of here.'

Fishlegs let himself be shoved off without further complaint. A brief tussle at the door, where Fish tried to convince Toothless to distract Hiccup and Toothless almost happily complied, ended with an exasperated Hiccup slamming the door in his friend's face, a fond grin still on his face.

Hiccup passed a hand over his face, green eyes meeting green as he stared his cat down. 'I'm going to bed now, bud.' He began forcefully. 'Don't wake me up tomorrow, okay? It's my day off and I'm tired. Or I'll put you up for adoption. I mean it this time.'

Toothless licked his paw dismissively.

The next day, Hiccup mumbled and blinked the sleep from his eyes. The sun was peering through his blinds, warming the blankets he'd tossed off during the night, and he reached his arms over his head in a stretch that made him release a groan. What a nice way to wake up. No alarm, no daunting schedule, no classes, and no—

Wait.

No Toothless?

Hiccup's eyes shot open in shock. Sure, he had _said_ not to wake him up, but Toothless literally could not care less what he said—if he was hungry, Hiccup would be getting a face-full of fur no matter what. This could only mean a bad thing.

Hiccup scrambled out of his bed and for the first time in a very, _very_ long time, tumbled to the floor after forgetting to attach his foot. 'Ow.' He mumbled into the carpet. Stupid cat.

After safely attaching his prosthetic and getting up off the floor, he rushed into the living room and found it… strangely clean. Nothing out of place, no garbage strewn all over the floor only the empty can of soda he'd been too lazy and tired to throw away last night.

Suspicious, he took cautious steps back up the hall, peering into the kitchen. He flicked the light on. And there was his cat, in all his furry black glory, sprawled on his back in the middle of the kitchen floor. When the light came on, Toothless let out a low wail and writhed in distress.

'Toothless,' Hiccup sing-songed. 'What's the matter, bud?' The cat let out another yowl. Hiccup crouched next to the animal and pet him gently, then leapt back as Toothless hissed. It didn't really hold any aggression, of course. But it surprised him.

'What…' Hiccup suddenly noticed the can lying on the floor underneath the edge of the sink, and he leaned forward slightly to tap it out. He was quiet for a moment, staring at the label on the can. Then he erupted into laughter.

'Oh my gods!' He cackled. 'Oh my… Toothless.' He fell onto his butt, off balance and continued to guffaw. Toothless let out a pleading meow. 'Oh gods. Oh gods. I can't. You're the worst, Toothless. I can't breathe.'

A hiss came from the cat's general direction as Hiccup clutched at the stitch in his stomach, eyes prickling with tears. 'A h-hung-over cat. I never thought I'd see this. This is great.' His laughter doubled.

After several minutes, in which Toothless seemed to grow even more distressed and Hiccup continued to chortle the words, 'hung-over', 'unbelievable', and 'oh gods', his laughter finally slowed and he wiped the tears from his eyes. 'I'm sorry, bud. But this is what you get. I _told_ you not to knock over stuff from the counter, but do you _listen_?' Toothless only peered at him with his big, green eyes, even bigger in unconcealed agony. 'Fine. I'll turn the light off.'

He grabbed the edge of the counter and tugged himself up off the floor. Once he had flicked the switch to off, he turned and faced his cat. 'So… how do I deal with this, exactly.'

Toothless mewled piteously.

Hiccup eyed his sickly pet in appraisal and seemed to reach a decision. 'I don't need you dying on me,' He decided, masking the concern in his voice with nonchalance, as he knew would offend his cat. More than anything, Toothless _loved_ being the centre of attention. 'I just paid your pet deposit.'

An indignant yowl told him he did the job. Hiccup grinned and trotted out of the kitchen to change. Toothless needed a check up anyways, and what better way to kill two birds with one stone on his day off? To the vet's office it was.

Twenty minutes later, Hiccup and Toothless were in the car, Toothless in a crate for the first time in his spoiled-rotten life with Hiccup. The cat was displeased, but his irate meows were punctuated with pathetic howls of distress—Hiccup had imagined if the cat was as nauseous as _he_ felt during a hangover, the crate would be the best idea.

Of course, his cat wouldn't be able to handle his alcohol either. Sometimes it frightened Hiccup how alike he and Toothless were. Especially since Toothless could be such a little _shit_ sometimes.

While he waited in the vet's office for his name to be called out, his phone rang, the Dragon Age theme song blasting through the room. Toothless yowled again as he picked it up quickly.

_'__Hiccup! Guess what?'_

'You captured a new Pokémon?'

'Yes_, actually, I did! It's a ghost type—wait no, that's not what I'm talking about.'_

Hiccup rolled his eyes fondly. 'What's up?'

'_One of the guys at work loved the pictured of the prosthetics you made for the costumes last night, and he was wondering if you could make him some ears!'_

'Fish…'

'_He's cosplaying as Link next week and he doesn't want to have to buy some stupid costume ears that won't even look real! You should see him Hiccup, he looks just like Link, a good pair of ears would sell the costume completely.'_

'Fish, you can't just offer me up to people at work whenever you feel like it,' Hiccup complained in exasperation.

'_Well, I know _that_, it's just he's a really cool guy and I wanna do something nice for him, and I—'_

_'_He offered you a spot in his League raid group, didn't he?'

The groan from the other end of the line made him grin. '_Gods, yes, Hiccup please, I've been trying to get into this raid for months just do this for me and—'_

'Yeah, yeah,' Hiccup chuckled dismissively as one of the vet's waved at him from the door to the back. He picked up Toothless' crate, ignoring the _mrow _of annoyance, and followed the vet through the hall. 'You owe me. I'm gonna need to get more liquid latex for it.'

'_I'll pay you back! Thank you, thank you, thank you, Hiccup, you're the best friend ever, you just gained at least 500 in my stats book—'_

Hiccup laughed. 'Okay, thanks. Listen I gotta go. Something _hilarious_ happened, but I don't have time to tell you now.' Hiccup wondered how Fishlegs was going to react to the fact that his abandoned can of ale was responsible for getting his cat drunk last night. He hoped he'd laugh as hard as Hiccup did.

The vet seemed to find Toothless' predicament amusing, though it was probably because she'd known Hiccup for years and understood that he took excellent care of his pet. It wasn't _his _fault that Toothless was a horrible excuse for a cat.

'Just give him plenty of water and let him sleep it off,' She advised, stroking the cat's back. Toothless would normally purr, but it appeared purring would be far too painful for him to manage at the moment. 'Cat-hangovers, while uncommon, are much like human ones. He just needs time to recover.'

Hiccup started to laugh again at the sheer ridiculousness of it all, and the vet joined in. Toothless did not seem to be amused.

After a quick check up, the vet gave him some more flea and tick medicine for Toothless and told him he was free to go. Hiccup thanked her and picked up his cat, peering into his eyes in careful scrutiny. 'How you feelin', bud? Still too sick to ride outside of the crate?'

Toothless meowed indignantly, but Hiccup knew his cat and recognised the expression on his face, so he just laughed and put him back in the crate (after a small struggle of course. Never let it be said that Toothless allows hangovers to make him submissive).

Hiccup paid the bill, waved goodbye to the staff ('See you later, Hiccup!'; 'Feel better, Toothless!'; 'Whatever you do, Toothless, don't try the vodka!') set the crate in the passenger seat, and started his car. The last comment from one of the nurses had him in stitches again, and it took him a moment to get the car moving.

He hummed pleasantly to himself as he weaved the car through the late morning traffic of the city. Now he hoped to go home, watch some more Merlin, and maybe curl up with Toothless after he was feeling better. He didn't want to be startled with cat-vomit after all. Then he might get started on Fishlegs' friend's cosplay ears, and—

Oh, _yeah._

He was almost out of liquid latex. Fishlegs' thick hand prosthetics had almost wiped him out, and he couldn't be sure how many attempts Link's ears would take. He looked up at the street sign of the stoplight he was at and sighed. He was about five minutes away from the only store he knew of. He might as well.

Putting his signal on, Hiccup turned when the light became green and started driving towards the adult store_. In and out, _he assured himself. _I'll be in and out and then I'll never go back again._

He made it all the way into the parking lot and turned off the car before the thought occurred to him—_what if _she _was there?_

He thought of the pretty smile and scary blue eyes and cringed. Oh _no._ She'd probably wonder what he was doing there again so soon. She might think he was had a really active, and maybe kinky sex life. She'd _definitely_ wonder how a nerd like him could be getting it.

_Or_…he thought with dread. _She'd realise a nerd like him didn't have a girlfriend and think he was doing stuff on his own? Or maybe she'd think he was gay._

'Stop it!' Hiccup commanded himself out loud, sweat beading on his brow as he licked his lips nervously. He was totally psyching himself out. She sold stuff to tons of people every day, he reminded himself, stepping out of the car and closing the door. She probably didn't care, or, more likely, didn't _remember_.

He ambled up to the door and, taking a preparatory deep breath, shoved open the door, wincing when the little bell rang. He looked around immediately, but there was no sign of a blonde braid or piercing eyes, and he visibly relaxed. He could do this. He could totally do this.

He walked over to the shelf he remembered seeing the latex on, and scanned it for the one he was looking for. _Aha_. One hand was reaching up for the jar, a smaller size, considering he still had a bit in the previous jar, when a voice behind him said, 'Back again already?'

Hiccup swore and jumped in a mixture of terror and embarrassment, his outstretched hand hitting into two of the latex bottles and knocking them off the shelf. He quickly tried to stop their fall, but only succeeded in fumbling them as they fell to the floor. Fortunately, nothing broke and he stood there or a moment, red-faced, staring at them glaring up from the floor, before turning to face the voice with the air of a man going to the gallows.

'A-Astrid.' He squeaked.

Astrid raised a brow and seemed to fight a smile, opting to pretend to glare at him instead. 'You're a real klutz, aren't you?'

Hiccup's hand immediately went to the back of his neck. 'I—ah—yeah. I am. Sorry.' He offered her an apologetic smile, and Astrid's gaze softened. (She honestly couldn't help it—it was a cute crooked grin that simply screamed 'I'm an adorable lost puppy, please forgive me!' and besides, Astrid was never really angry. Not that she'd let him know. _Either_ of those things).

'I'll get it later,' she waved his apology off, but he was already bending over to pick up the fallen jars. Once they were in his hands, he lifted them back on the shelf and turned to Astrid again, another apology on his lips, but he trailed off when he noticed her distracted expression. 'Um… is everything okay?'

Astrid seem to be startled back into reality and she frowned, a light dusting of pink covering her cheeks. Hiccup, very confused but still not-so-mildly humiliated, said nothing, only grabbed the jar he had originally been reaching or and blinking sheepishly.

'I'm just going to…' He motioned awkwardly, and Astrid seemed to realise she was still behind him and obstructing the path to the cash register. She quickly turned and power walked to her position behind the counter, Hiccup left to follow in her wake.

Hiccup was replaying the disastrous accident again and again in his head, and barely noticed when Astrid spoke to him. 'Uh, sorry?'

Astrid smirked as he blushed again. IF this kept going he would permanently become the shade of a ripe tomato. That or his head would explode. 'I said, did you and your cat enjoy your Chinese the other night? He seemed excited to get it, after all.'

Hiccup snorted, remembering his horror at the way Astrid went flying to the ground, Styrofoam containers of fried rice and noodles flying everywhere. 'He was more excited to make my life miserable than he was for the actual food. It was for me and a friend anyways. Toothless isn't allowed to eat Chinese, it makes him gassy, but I honestly think Fishlegs gave him some anyways 'cause I couldn't sleep next to him for _days_.' After he finished he realised he had probably given _way _too much information and he felt himself redden in mortification. _Oh my gods._

To his relief, Astrid started laughing. 'Oh gods,' She snickered. 'That sounds like my dog. It's how she gets with Indian food. But she loves it it anyways. It's terrible, I think she does it on purpose.'

Hiccup chuckled too. He could totally relate. 'No kidding,' He suddenly bit back a huge grin. 'You know where I was just now?'

Astrid raised a brow. She seemed to do that a lot. It was kind of sexy, to be honest. 'Where?'

'The vet's.' Hiccup answered solemnly, fighting to keep a serious expression on his face. He thought it was just so _freaking_ funny. Astrid looked mildly confused at this piece of information, eyebrows knitting together, before Hiccup continued. 'Toothless had a killer hangover this morning.'

'_What_?' What her startled response.

Hiccup felt himself about to start laughing again. 'Toothless decided he'd have a one-man party and drink a full can of ale that was left on the counter. Poor bud's a lightweight.' Hiccup didn't mention that he was too. He didn't think it was that important.

Astrid snorted and covered her mouth him her hands. 'I-I'm sorry. This isn't—' Her apologies faded as she dissolved into laughter again. 'I'm just imagining that cat stumbling around all drunk at then waking up the next morning and not knowing what happened, and I just-' More laughter.

Hiccup cracked up at her face facial expression. 'He was so offended when I started laughing, but I couldn't help it.' They both giggled at the the image of the disgruntled cat. Suddenly Hiccup remembered that said cat, was still in the car and probably none too pleased to be left out in the cold. 'I'd better get back to him,' he said, with more calm, though he was still grinning. 'He'll be mad if I don't get him home, and he needs to hydrate.'

Astrid let her laughter fade. 'Yeah, sorry, I'll get this for you.' She quickly scanned the jar of latex and put it in the logo-less black bag for him. Hiccup turned slightly pink again, remember where he was exactly, but hey, it was for a totally innocent purpose, right? Not that _she_ knew that of course. But she didn't really care.

Astrid handed him the bag and he took it with a small, sheepish grin. 'Um… see you later, I guess.' He stuttered, suddenly losing the confidence he had gained while talking to her about Toothless. She couldn't help but smile at his awkwardness.

'See you later,' she responded, laughter in her voice. He stumbled back, waving good-bye. And narrowly missing the gods-forsaken dildo stand right behind the counter.

Once he was safely outside, he took a deep breath of frigid air. Wow. Okay. He made it without destroying anything, and only mildly embarrassing himself. Actually, it could have been worse, but she seemed to think it was funny, and not in a stupid way. All in all, he was kind of proud of himself.

Once in his car, Toothless fixed him with a glare and Hiccup sighed. 'Alright, alright. We're going home. Sorry.'

He began the drive home, thinking that even though he was overwhelmingly relieved, part of him couldn't help but feel disappointed he'd probably never need to go back to the store—and consequently see Astrid—again.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Ahhh... another uneventful chapter. Don't worry I'm leading in. I hate to rush things after all. Also, they all seem to have a mind of their own and won't do what I want, which makes it difficult to follow any sort of plot, so now I'm just shooting free. I do wish I had more time to make the chapters longer. Maybe next time :) In other news, have you guys seen 'Haikyuu!'? Oh my gosh, I'm hooked on this anime. I'm obsessed, it;s so bad, ugh. It's about volleyball, soooo... you can imagine.**

**_Anywho, _I'll see you guys next time. I'll get the next chapter out before school starts, promise. **

**Review for faster chapters, I swear to you it motivates me like nothing else.**

**Hugs and cookies,**

**-VolleyballGoddess**


End file.
